136                   A WREATH OF CLOUD

The subjects chosen were modelled on those given out to
the competitors for posts in the Board of Rites. It was
thought that it would be a good thing to give Yugiri some
idea of the themes given out at Palace examinations. That
his mind might not be disturbed, each poet was set adrift
on the lake all by himself, and it was with considerable
alarm that these timid scholars, few of whom had ever set
foot in a boat before, saw their moorings loosed and felt
themselves gliding further and further away from the
shore. As dusk drew on, boats with musicians on board
began to circle the lake, and their tunes mingled agreeably
with the sighing of the mountain wind. Here, thought
Yugiri, was a profession which brought one into pleasant
contact with the world and at the same time entailed
studies far less arduous than those to which he had been so
heartlessly condemned; and he wandered about feeling
very discontented.

Later on, the dance called ' Warbling of the Spring
Nightingales/ was performed, and Suzaku, remembering
that famous Feast of Flowers J years ago said to Genji with
a sigh : ' What wonderful days those were ! We shall not
see their like again/ There were indeed many incidents
belonging to that time which even now Genji looked back
upon with considerable emotion, and when the dance was
over, he handed the wine bowl to Suzaku, reciting as he
did so : ' Spring comes, and still the sweet birds warble as
of old; but altered and bereft * are they that sit beneath
the blossoming tree/ To this Suzaku replied: ' To-day
the nightingales have come to tell me of the Spring. Else
had no sunshine pierced the mists that hide my hennit's-
dwelling from the world's pomp and pride/ It was now
the turn of Prince Sochi no Miya, who had recently become

1 See vol. i, p. 239 seq.

* Allusion to the death of the old Emperor, Genji's and Suzaku's father.